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deserted me ? I saw miles of yellow sand about ine,
immense and magical and still; and specks on the
horizon, growing larger.

With leaden heart, but light feet, I ran across to
another telegraph post, leaving the pilot to ascertain
whether by some miracle we might not be able to bring
the old 'bus to safety. But even as I left him, I knew that
there was no hope : the only thing that remained was to
destroy the telegraph line and take our chance with the
Arabs.

I tied a necklace of gun-cotton slabs round the post,
inserted a detonator into the necklace, and into the
detonator a pencil of fulminate of mercury to which a
powder fuse was attached. Lighting a match, I touched
it to the split end of the fuse, heard it sizzle, retreated
to a safe distance. Looking round, I saw that horsemen
were galloping towards us from the four quarters of the
desert. They would be too late. I felt happier in my
mind now that I had at least done something.

The post toppled over with a bang.

I returned with another necklace of gun-cotton to des-
troy the wires and insulators. While affixing this, I noticed
that the cavalry had retreated on hearing the noise of the
explosion, but that some sharpshooters had skirmished
closer under the cover of a fold in the ground, and were
now engaged on a one-sided battle. With spurts of sand
kicking up all round me, my fingers grew clumsy : it
took me an incredibly long time to strike a match and
put it to the fuse. But God had not deserted me : the
Arabs couldn't hit a haystack : I still felt in some way
specially protected, although I ran back the hundred
yards to the aeroplane in my best time, which is about
twelve seconds.